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Hello, P.O. Ray Pearson 


HERE is a picture which was be one of the last to come out.” 


ready-made for our photo- 
grapher when he called at 50, 
Frensham-road, Southsea. 
Mrs, E. A. Pearson and 
Anitra happened to be looking 
out of the window. It seemed 
to make an ideal “ Good Morn- 
ing” setting, and he promptly 
snapped them on, the spot. ; 
And so. Petty Officer Ray- 
mond Pearson, we present to 
you our compliments and 
your wife and four-and-a- 
half-years-olq daughter, 
We were sorry to hear, Ray, 
that your little girl’s nerves 
have suffered through the blitz, 


but we hope 1rt will soon be 
possible for her to have the 


specialist treatment she re- 
quires. 
Your wife tells us _ that 


Anitra is very interested in a 
mew baby ccusin which has 
arrived at No. 50. 

Carolyn is the name, 
Anitra appears very anxious 
to claim her as a Playmate. 
Her own big doll now has to 
take second place! 

She took to the baby right 
away, and if your wife happens 
to pick up Carolyn to nurse 
her, Anitra snuggles up and 
has to nurse her as well. 


Incidentally, “Nigger” wel- 
comed us as a friend of the 
family. He came purring all 
round Our shoulders, and we 
could see that everyone 
makes a great fuss of him. 


A black cat ought to bring 
luck—maybe “Nigger” will 
some day. It is evident he and 
Anitra are great friends, 


We were interested to learn 
that both: Mrs. Pearson’s 
mother and father are working 
in the Dockyard. 


“We teil mother we don’t 
know how the Dockyard would 
get on without her,” your wife 
laughingly declared. “She is 
working in the foundry as a 
machinist, and will probably 


Both are quite well. 

And now the Japanese war 
is over, Ray, your wife and 
daughter — not _ forgetting 
“Nigger” and all the rest at 
No. 50—hope it will, not be 
long before yOu are back 
with them in England again. 


Famous Yard Chief 
Scorned Forty 


Faces 


STUART MARTIN tells of a detective who never used disguise 


} HEN you hear that a Scotland Yard detective “disguised” 
, himself to get certain evidence, as one testified the other 


day, don’t imagine alll sorts of stage effects, 


never used grease-paint. All 


fiction. 


they gave it up. 
make-up didn’t last long. 


make-up did not show ? 
than a few minutes ? 


IPVHE “ disguise” of an official 

detective now consists in 
pretending to be a workman, or 
a “swell,” or anything else; 
arid where information is 
wanted it is generally obtained 
by a detective who is not known 
in the particular surroundings 
where he is working. I know 
of two detectives who have 
often posed as two public-house 
minstrels, blacked faces and 
banjo and bones all complete. 
But these two cculd sing any- 
way. 

I remember, too, one young 
detective who was sent out to 
trail a criminal. Now that is 
an art, if it has to be kept up 
for days, maybe weeks, Well, 
this detective had his man well 
in hand. For aq full day he 
trudged around London 
shadowing his quarry. Towards 
evening the suspect walked 
down Whitehall, and, to the 
astonishment of the detective, 
turned into the Yard. 


The detective followed, stood 
near the inquiry office, and was 
further surprised when the sus- 
pect asked to see Chief In- 
spector Ward, giving his. name. 
Ward came down the stairs 


.| leisurely, wondering. Said the 


criminal, “Mr. Ward, I’ve 
brought your youngster safely 
back after qa walk around Lon- 
don. He might get lost one of 
these days.” The youngster 
was Detective Woodhall, 


There was one man in the 
Yard who never used any 
“ disguise” at all and he rose 
to be Superintendent Chief of 
the C.I.D He was Sir Frank 
Froest. I knew him well, and 
often talked with him in his 
room at the Yard. 


mede. 


Official detectives 


that business in story-books 


about “detectives with the forty faces,” and so on, is just— 


In the early days Scotland Yard had a make-up room, but 
In some cases lit became a farce, and the 
Just think it out for yourselves. 
Could any of your friends make-up so that, in daylight, the 
Could they impose on you for more 


Froest had most of the 
qualities that make a fine 
detective; ang Allan Ppinker- 
ton, of Pinkerton’s Detective 
Agency of the United States, 
told me that he considered 
Froest one of the greatest 
Yard men he ever worked 
with. 


I see Froest now sitting in 
his chair, smiling, easy, good 
story-teller, well dressed, quick- 
witted, very genial; and strong 
as an athlete. It was difficult to 
remember that once in a brawl 
in the Italian quarter of Hatton 
Garden he went to get his man, 
and found him in a room with 
five others. There, in that 
room, the five rose up and be- 
gan to maul Froest. He did a 
bit of mauling Himself. He 
held his own against the five, 
backed his man into a corner, 
fought his way out, got two 
policemen to take his man 
away—and then he walked back 
to Gray’s Inn Road police 
station; and collapsed as he en- 
tered, 


It was Froest' who was in 
charge of the case in which a 
money-lender was shot dead in 
London during a hold-up by 
two men. One of these was an 
American who had got away to 
the States. The other was run 
down in Shadwell and arrested, 
but died when being held on 
remand, 


From New. York came the 
information that the second 
man, Guy Thompson, was 
located there, and would Froest 
come over. Froest went. He 
picked up his man in Jersey 
City, but lost him. By this 


HOW ARE SINGING SAILORS, P.O. Bill Allum 
Tt 


Allum. 


will be yarn time for the Allum family when Apparently this trip had been a’closely guarded 
you and your brother Fred return, P.O. Bill secret. 
He thanks you 


very much for the stamps, 


Bob told us, when we called at 51, The Fair- which arrived safely, and hopes you will still 


Scapa when we called. 


way, Greenford, that he and the rest of the folk keep on the look-out for more. 
are very much looking forward to hearing some 
of your tales and hope you won’t keep them and the rest of the family hope they will be 
waiting very long now. 


Bob’s girl-friend, Olive, was visiting, and she 


3 having a night out at the Harrow Coliseum 
Fred, by the way, was enjoying himself at with you soon. 
e Mum promises you a fish-cake lunch when 
We asked Eddie where he had been cycling you return, and Dad looks forward to the “old 


to recently, and he said he had been to Runny- sherbert’’ with you and Fred. 
He then let slip a remark about taking 


<n Folk at the “Greenwood” still enquire after 
a boat out, which made the whole family sit up. 


the “ Singing Sailors.’’ 


time Pinkerton’s people wanted 
Thompson for a train robbery 


and@ two murders. It was a 
long chase. 
It led Froest across the 


entire States. At Omaha, 
Thompson had left word to be 
Passed to fFroest that he 
knew Froest was on his trail 
and that if ever he caught 
him up Froest would be shot 
on sight. 


At Denver the trail struck 
back east. By the time Froest 
got to New York, Thompson 
had sailed for Europe. 


Froest sailed in the next 
boat. ‘He heard the gunman 
had arrived in Paris. Froest 
went to Paris. But his man 
had gone to Berlin. Froest 
went to Berlin. In Berlin he 
discovered that Thompson had 
moved ahead and was travel- 
ling back to London. 
returned to London, 


Detectives in the West End 
located the gunman in a res- 
taurant and telephoned the 
news to Froest. The .latter 
donned a dress suit, took two 
men with him, walked into the 
restaurant and saw his man 
seated at a table with a beauti- 
ful woman. 


Froest picked his way be- 
tween the tables, his men 
coming from other angles. 
Right up to the table went 
Froest, and dived. His 
strong arms were round the 
gunman in a flash and locked 
tight. He ‘held him while his 
men plucked the gun from 
Thompson’s hip pocket. 


The gunman was tried, but 
owing to his clever counsel and 
pérhaps because some time had 
elapsed since the murder of 
Levy, Thompson was acquitted. 
But Froest didn’t let him go. 
He had another charge ready— 
being in possession of a_ loaded 
revolver without a_ licence. 
Thompson got ‘a month in 
prison for that and was recom- 
mended for deportation, 


Meanwhile the New York 
police asked for the gunman’s 
return. It was Froest who took 
him back to America, saw him 
charged with murder, and sent 
to the chair. 


It was Froest who’ brought 
Dr. Jameson from South Africa 
for trial] on a charge of high 
treason after the Jameson raid; 
but the most thrilling of his 
cases was the securing of Jabez 
Balfour, the greatest swindler 
of a generation ago, 


Balfour ran, among other 
ventures, a’ gigantic swindle 
called the Liberator Company 
and defrauded the public out of 
millions. When the inevitable 
crash came he fied to the 
Argentine. At that time there 
was no Extradition Treaty be- 
tween the Argentine and this 
country, but attempts were 
made diplomatically, and 
through the United States, to 
get Balfour handed over. Ar- 
gentina refused. Balfour had 
plenty of money to see to that. 


The Home Office decided to 
send out Froest to try his 


Froest 


* 


luck—diplomatically, maybe. 
Out sailed Froest and dis- 
covered Balfour living high 
in a town not far from the 
coast, Froest made his 
arrangements and walked up 
to Balfour one day and 
arrested him, 

Now, Balfour had made 


plenty of friends. As soon as 
the arrest was known to them 
they dashed to the local Sheriff 
and demanded Balfour’s re- 
lease. They also went to the 
local magisterial Bench and ob- 
tained a Writ of Power. Then 
they rushed to the hotel where 
Froest and his prisoner were 
living. They were just too 
late. 

Froest, too, had money to 
burn. He had arranged with 
‘an interpreter to charter a 
| special locomotive and a coach 


for the journey to Buenos 


Ayres, where a British ship was 
lying, beyond the harbour. 


This special train was in a 
siding, with steam up, and 
Froest was bundling Balfour 
into the coach when the Sheriff 
and some local police appeared 
on horseback. The Sheriff was 
waving his warrant. 


_As they bounced into the 
Siding the train began to draw 
out—the fireman and driver 
were well paid—and _ the 
Sheriff and his posse galloped 
along the track, yelling and 
gesticulating, until the train 
drew away. 


Down to the coast rattled the 
special, and at the docks a boat 
was hired and out to the British 
ship went Froest and his- 
prisoner. They were hardly 
aboard when a harbour cutter 
came racing out with a bunch 
of officials demanding the re- 
lease of Balfour. They had 


been telegraphed by the exas- 
perated Sheriff. x 

But the skipper of the British 
ship knew the situation, Wien 
the cutter .hailed the liner the 
skipper addressed the rather 


reference ?. Cer= 


“ Character 

tainly, sir. Ignore what the 

maghine says); about my’ 

weight. My character’s on 
the other side!” 

vehement officials of South 

America. 


“Look here, gentlemen,” he 
said, “JI have seen the creden- 
tials of this English police 
officer of the Crown. He has 
arrested a fugitive offender 
against the Crown. I am a 
subject of England and it is my 
duty to aid in the execution of 
the law of my country. I am 
but doing my duty.” 

There were many cries of 
protest, and threats too, but 
the ship sailed with the 
prisoner; and that is how 
Jabez Balfour came hack to 
London and to prison. 

Old’ Allan Pinkerton laughed 
liked billy-o when [ told him 
this inside story which I have 
just told to you. 


Our address still is: 
“Good Morning,” 

c/o Dept. of C.N.I., 

Admiralty, London, S.W.1. 


ft 


' and where his tongue did notin the stern and dashed over keys. I came in to ask you to zigzagging drunkenly against the They threw the dice, keeping 


; e r f i * e 7 a _ I bought them at La Serena. I 
‘ 5 don’t like your loaded kind. No 
e Dice Fell for Captain Blado = 2:"=-* 

easily in the saloon. 


He was perfectly cool and did 
not seem to notice the red flush 
that sprang from Blado’s neck to 
his forehead. He pushed the dice 
across to the skipper coolly. 

‘Your throw, captain.” 

Blado could have choked the 
Man, so cool and methodical was 
he. But he had seen’ Smith 
holding down the wheel of the 
yacht against the seas, and he 
knew that Smith must have 
muscles of steel. So he sat back 
and threw the dice, muttering 
oaths under his moustache. 

They were on perfectly level 
ground now, and that meant 
that Blado was at a disadvantage. 


HE half-breeds were scared, The night fell and the gale “Fine,” said Smith. “I thought waves up over the bulwarks and Mine is to land you on the first 
but they worked under rose to the pitch of a hurricane. I had closed the door.” the schooner was staggering before port I strike. Is it a go?” 
the lashing tongue of Blado, Great rollers struck the vessel “‘ You did, but I have double the hurricane, her bare masts “It’s ago.” 


stir them his hands and feet the rail, sweeping the deck clean come and feed in my cabin. clouds. a@ score as they threw. Captain 
accomplished the necessary per- as a platter. Dinner’s late. I put it off as long .Smith reached the cabin and Blado was an expert paro pinto 
suasion. She could no longer be kept as I could. The gale’s*broken.” found Blado seated at a table, player, but there wasn’t a throw 
All day long Smith was at the to her course. Under bare poles “‘ Where are we? Much outa bottle of anisado in front of he made which his opponent did 
wheel. The only food he had was she was being driven before the of our course?” him. The cook, who also acted as not equal. At the end of the game 
a handful of biscuits, which were storm and already she was miles ‘I don’t know. We’ll have steward, had laid the dinner, and they were equal score. 
smuggled up to him, between the out of the track. another two days ‘of bluster the two men fell to with hardly a They played a new game and 
heaving of the billows, by one of Qn the second morning Smith before we see the sun. I can’t word. When they had finished Blado lost. 
the crew. was relieved of his task. Blado geb an observation until then, and the cook had cleared the He handed the gun over with an 
Blado might have aided him with a bottle of anisado under his S° We'll have to cool our heels table, Blado brought out his dice- ill grace, his brows contracted. 
by taking a spell of steering, arm, came on deck and ordered for a bit. Ever been in one of box and dice. Then he brought his own revolver 
oat aa. was skipper, and he two of the seamen to take Smith’s a Pacific hurricanes before ? ” font Gea and laid it down 
ieved in making others work place so that the latter could ‘1 was once.” on the table. f : 
and himself attending to the bese acest St E “Where?” The fever of the game was 15 ‘brows mea hs Prgrsd 
Seen ean eae Reet An BEIM Wink vas the apt” || Part 2 of Bringing | cre 0 tw sate” be eh eaday ay pode 
No watches were kept, for: all . ~ _“ Just a steamer—round about growled. “ Give me a stake alata ni. cae be a ok ; 
the men had been on deck since haustion. Juan Fernandez.” Home the Bacon something worth gambling for.” of hid eee mrt ed ch yes 


dawn, and_ it ld h b He slithered down the steps > “ v ; c 
ifficult to hee wiiak gy aa and went to his bunk, and threw Syren tp. narrowed and Smith smiled and pushed his awkward after his own. They 


: 2 3 hand over his mouth to suppress plaved fi h ki: 
below. himself in, wet and sodden as he «O¢ Qourse , ; DIBYOG. SOR CNR ae Otte tae 
; : » you needn’t tell «Ready f , Smith?” 4 yawn. th be h so that th 

They took snatches of sleep Mist" bey hae than a minute he... What they put you in gaol “ Sure. Of & game, Son * Tl give you a stake, the same ee Po hag hat the game 
as they could, a few going down WS 1ast asleep. ' for unless you like,” he growled «What stakes?” as you were calling for when I ‘hey finished the throws and 
to the forecastle at a time. Still He woke late in the afternoon “But you might be sociable. «<{ haven’t much money, but I Met you in the saloon bar in La began to count up the score. 
Smith was not relieved at the to find Captain Blado by his side. while the gale lasts.” have a stake to suggest.” Serena. Your ship against this Smith announced his score 
_ wheel. Feelin’ all right ? “Tl try to be,” said Smith. «What is it?” gun!” and handed his slip of paper 
—_—SA MANA “Pil play you at paro pinto, if “The revolver you stole out Ma a ag the ores of er over to Blado, taking the other’s 

; you care. of my jacket-pocket.” gummered. e, greate! slip to his side of le. 
a oe ON ee would |" « We can have a hand after we Fon rg SOP Blado slumped cTook at paro pinto along the « Wace uae Ps ~ b capt 
y so oa . : aes eat. Come along to my cabin gn his chair, but he laughed it off coast, was being challenged. Blado. 
an fh mca Seat pelt a. Gator: when you're ready.” and took a Grink from his bottle. “It’s unequal,” he muttered. “So that we can check each 
Reacts, Tracks Secon Caters, |. He rose and went out, and Smith “TJ took it because you are a Let me suggest the stakes.”  other’s score. My counting may 

Crates, Traces. é "|jumped to the floor. He washed gaol-bird. I didn’t want you to « Suggest them.” “ ,, ot be quite correct, and, on the 
s or to a and made himself tidy, and as he shoot me in the back.” My ship against your liberty.” other hand, yours may not be so 

2 - pulled on his jacket after his <<] woyldn’é shoot you in the Smith started. either!” 

Answers to Quiz heii? by slipped ee into back, but I want the gun.” 2 ie do Phe rego * 4 For a moment he bent over the 
h : 2 e@ pocket of his coat, Blado took th fr . will and you Over %O list of figures, and then slapped | 

1. Who is the Patron Saint of in No. 789 His face grew grim, and for an his pookss a laid 2 autihe table, the police at the first port. My his pencil on the table. Blado 
a and when is his feast 1. St. Andrew; November 30. |izstant he stood with knit brows. his finger pointing to a small steel ship against that. lifted his head and made a grab 
ibe, é Then he smiled and went out to go “Its 0,” said Smith, with for his gun. 

sce Z j ‘ ¢ 7 late on the butt. a gi g 
Ser ne yet ome i 3 pee dik i aft to the skipper’s cabin. a That is a policeman’s gun. If @ Smile, “ but we shall play with Jt was gone. But Smith was 
Ba = #¢ ; 4 ci One glance at the heavens and you are found with that you'll dice that are not loaded.” sitting facing him with his own 
3. Which of the following 4. Wandsworth: 


A i i i i ised and the slip of séores 
1s? — Pall , Palla- : the angry sea that surged about get into trouble. Did you kill a He took a small box from his 74%” Tats 'p 
ee Gympanum, ° Pabulum, Ry pV a iia naties, /Ebate the schooner proved what Blado vigilante and take his gun?” pocket and laid it on the table, % fis left hand. 


$ +é ’ * . . . “c . 

Thallium. h Im. had said. The clouds were heavy I don’t think that matters. opening the lid and tipping out As I thought, captain. You 

4. Which London borough ‘ 6. vy Augustine was a man;|and low, the colour of lead. ~ T’ll play you for it.” two dice. aren’t very good at totalling up 
ranks as a city? others were women. @The wind was whipping the “Done. That’s your stake. ‘‘ These are quite new, captain. (Continued on page 3) 


Elder Brethren : — | A WELL I'LL BE DANGED,’ KIND OF SOUNDS 


{ T aT House + \Ry i 7 THAT COULD HAPPEN 
0 Yin a =< SO SUDDEN?. 
RINITY House, responsible for the many 4 R ; eS er 
lighthouses and lightships round the coast of 
Britain, was granted its charter in 1514, and was 
originally a largely religious body. It continues 


to-day to distribute large sums for charitable pur- 
poses. 


Until about 70 years ago it was associated with 
_the Navy, setting the examinations for navigation. 
Now its work is largely concerned with safety. 


The Corporation consists of Elder Brethren and 
Younger Brethren. The Master is the Duke of 
Gloucester, who succeeded the Duke of Connaught, 
who in turn had succeeded King George V on his 


ion in 1910. R WsAy, THATS HARDLY FAIR ON US, i ; 7 Wuy-You'RE \ 
accessl te MR JOOKES!-1 HOPE WE AS eth j k CRYING, Honey! DADDY!-EV'RYBODY’'S 


= 


The Elder Brethren consist of some of the most ee Neo nad 
distinguished men in the country, headed by H.M. I} | Honour oF : PEEL Lie A PRIDE IN 
the King, Mr. Churchill, the Duke of Windsor, é > ) i x ‘A RAFFLE! 
Earl Baldwin, Lord Templewood, and Admiral of me ii | 2 ‘ 
the Fleet, Sir Andrew Cunningham. These offices 
are largely one of honour, the active work being 
carried out by about ten Elder Brethren. 


The Younger Brethren are all well qualified 
” naval or merchant navy officers. 


All Brethren take a special oath of allegiance to the 
King before the Court of the Corporation. Their 
days for ceremony are in the week following Trinity 
Sunday. 

On the Monday a court is held at which elections 
are made: There follows a service at St. Olave’s 
Church, where some of the previous Masters are 
buried, the most interesting, perhaps, being Samuel 


ae Fron | | Y 
There is then luncheon at which the passing of 1 
a loving cup is the feature. On the Wednesday ee ON eee as ca) Vf OND Om ~—— YOU'D DO, IS TRY TO GET MY JOB— 


there is a banquet. This is private. Boy NOW SO'S HE KIN Joy TAKE JUST BECAUSE I NEVER DID GRADUATE! 


The privileges of the Brethren include exemption SKIDS WHOSE NO DICE, Doc! 
from jury service and a uniform for the Elder Breth- 
ren. With its epaulettes and sword this uniform 
is very attractive, and is worn as Court Dress on 
many occasions by some Elder Brethren. 


The Elder Brethren wear their uniform when 
sitting with judges of the Admiralty Court to try 
cases. 

There is no more efficient lighthouse and lightship 
service in the world than that of Britain, showing 
that picturesqueness and tradition do not mean a 
sacrifice of efficiency. 


No. 790 <a 


GOOD MORNING in ibaa 


“ No. “J . pone hen ‘he awakened. He | “Yes, suh. H in 
Wangling Words 728 The Dice Fi el [ for Ca jpta tin B lado Eaced “to his Bet aid Cais sat night oak a Rost sid Fone 


on’ deck. At the wheel was one over to that island astern, San 


1, Behead to inscribe and get) (Continued from Page 2) one of your crew. The man has skipper’s weapon, opened a port. °f the crew, the sun was well Ambrosio. It was dark when he 


a ceremony. 
2. Insert the same letter six|/8UMS. 


You’ve made your score told me. And, anyway, the blow 


hole, and slung the gun far 2bove the horizon, and the sea went.” 


times and make sense of: too high by a hundred. The ship that killed the messenger was not into the raging sea. wap cinoss Ae | en. eee cyte” beter hong ship and 


Thehinaupsontainoffeeandooa,|is mine.” 


astern a small, mountainous island 


struck by a Chilean apache. He « i i 
‘b s That draws your sting, captain. rose out of the sea, grim and for- 


: return for the captain.” 
chair, Would have struck upward. You Now let us consider the situation. 


3. What Scottish port can be| Blado sunk back in his iddi «“ , 

s written in capital Cee con-|/his face dark and terrible. struck downward. The local JJ] give you a free hand. You can~Pidding. But, suh, they'll get you 
sisting entirely of straight] ‘You gaol-bird! ho breathed. Vigilantes didn’t notice the dif- make the port you were heading _ There was no sign of Captain there as well as on the mainland. 
lines ? “Never mind calling names. I ference, so they are searching for @ for, and I won’t interfere. One Blado, and the crew cast strange, You're an escaped convict ” 

4. The two missing words|have another stake to suggest. Chilean.” port is as good as another to me. suspicious glances at the passenger. « We'll *hout the ship,” said the 
contain the same letters in ci The ship is mine. I’ll play you the Blado wiped the perspiration What do you say?” He ran along to the skipper’s other grimly. “ There are vwo 
ferent order: —— we g0 t0|ship against her cargo. Hspecially from his brow and his voice «{ can’t make an observation 22%" 9”¢ threw open the door. reasons, bos’n, why you'll do as I 


the theatre or one of the music 


the cargo of silver bar you have got sounded thick as he cursed the until to-morrow,” said Blado._ The place wasempty. The bunk say. Captain Blado will still be 


secreted somewhere.” : man opposite him. ‘“‘T reckon we’re somewhere south had not been slept in and the on the island when we call. He’s 

: meer. io Wandlin The skipper bounded to his feet, «« Won’t you tell me where you of San Ambrosio Island. floor-boards had been ripped up, safe enough. I know that island 
An s £ ee a k Bene th have ; secreted the silver bar, ‘‘ Very well; we'll wait till revealing a cavity in which was a astern. Maybe it was the darkness 
Words—No. 727 an : te) yon por a ms © captain? ” then.” ' box. It was the box in which the and the fact that we are far out 
e ar e “ig : ow do you “T+’s none of your business!”? Smith rose and went out of the silver bar had beem stored, but of our course that made Blado 

i imp: know I took it? Where ae you? roared the skipper. ‘You can’t cabin backwards, and shut the the bar had gone. bungle. That is Mas-a-Fuera, the 
unaided? tes at! three- Hidden in the forest maybe. —_ give me away. You're a gaol-bird door on the skipper. - As Smith stood gazing at the convict island. And I couldn't 
thirty. e eet eg) ty nig tors i. Til play Aa for the : ae arene - eke ) there, state of the room one of the crew hold Pe ae ee ee 

3, EVIL. it, don’t you? ou killed the ship again—against anything you by the light of a lamp, he began knocked on the door. Searched his ship, so 1 came witi 
4 ‘enaaee hake’ messenger for it.” like—exceps the bar.” to write in a notebook. “ Well?” him. You see, I am Detective 

: : : 3 “Yes, I killed him; but how ‘‘ Not just now, captain. The When he had finished he lay I’m bos’ h. Cap'n Blad Smith, of Valparaiso. Ill want 

do you know?” game is finished, for the time down in his bunk, with the re- h SRS DOB Ds ELS en VAP eae youre the trial.” 
‘* Ah, captain, you used a curved being.” volver under his pillow. Ap. BONE: 
J A cd ie Chilean knife which you got from He rose and, taking the Dawn was filtering into the “Gone?” END. 
Ser ){ GOOD HEAVENS!— You'LL HAVE TO Bom 7 THERE!- You've rs Know what 
\ THE SKIPPER OF THE RUN ALONG HOME iy ec SET OFF THE N <3 wt i] 

VIGILANTES THOUGHT NOW, KIDDIES! a | ATOM!—HE'LL You’re up 

; RAISE THE ROOF H ae 

MY BRATS! Me 2 00 f YOu GIVE us against ! 
R HE AIR!!! / 
\ LF \qoo: w / says 
: G 58 . JACK GREENALL 
LI 


DEAL WITH LORD PLUSHBAC 
NETTED £20,000! 


[ REALISING SHE HAS BEEN 
DETECTED, KAREN SHEDS 
| HER BOOTY TO ESCAPE... 


Y | TELL YE. * 


TITUS TALLOW, ¥{ COLOSSAL CALAMITY 


i HAS PLAYED ON OUR 
|| NERVE-STRINGS LIKE A 
Z*"\ JAZZ HARPIST IN A 
% 


ME 700, MAIDA=THIS WORRY, WORRY, WORRY! 


"THE Ladybird is a pretty little beetle having 
constant trouble with her waist-line. She 
dresses in polka dots, favouring smart styles 
sporting black dots on a red gromnd, or black 
dots on yellow. 
That’ll be the day when she blossoms out in 
flowered cretonne! 

She lives on Aphides, or Green Fly, and a ~ 
good job for us she does; but for her we’d be 
up to the neck in Aphides in no time. There’s 
no stooping these Aphides, it’s been tried. 

It shook me to read the Ladybird belongs to the 
same family as the Bloody-nose Beetle, though 
socially, I believe, they don’t mix. This plug- 
ugly when peeved, squirts a bright red fluid 
from. his mouth, and the joints of his legs. 

He’d squirt a bright red fiuid from all parts 
of his anatomy at once, if he peeved me! 

As soon as winter sets in the Ladybird gets 
well under the eiderdown and stays put till the 
Spring; then, uv with the lark, scoffing up 
Aphides as though her life depended on it, as, 
indeed, it does. 


Z SZ A iencil if al 
SANK ooo FisatsS 


SOMETHING QUICKLY 
GLADYS IS GOING TO 
MAKE MY LIFE A 
MISERY / 


FIAINEBSITIEIP|S BF 
CROSS- ER, 
‘WORD NT eee wv 
Roatan 
CORNER = zeauicrvmition 
YMBRAISIS|E|TMOYIE 


THAT MURDEROUS GYPSY) 


LUD!- YOU STAKED HIGH PESTE!- I HAVE PAID 


TO RECOVER YOUR L-0-0+, 


WITH MY LIFE- YoU ELUDED ME, BUT I HAVE 
M. LE COMTE ! CAN CLAIM NO MORE eee Lala eS 
OF ME! ASSASSIN i 15 
Bape FA ewan a 


cl a 
Ze Bae 
EE 2EREe 


WORTH «-- 


amas Ay 
ai a 
ae Ann 
ae ARS 
ne Zan 


WHY, 178 GOT SO MANY LINES ™* 
, THAT IT MAKES CLAPHAM JUNCTION 
LOOK LIKE A SMA WEE SIDING rows. 15 Atone. 17 Submis- 


SOMEWHEER NORTH sive. 18. Colour, x 19 Water- 

? BEN WYV lily. 21 Smears, 24 Look into. 
oO US? 25 Play part. 27 Oce sheet. 29 
Fat. 3 Orange brown. 35 Fur-~ 


CLUES ACROSS.—2 Follow. 
4 Golfclub, 8 Shell-fish, 10 
Trite. 11 Ofacity, 15 Bor- 


‘| fj T SHOULDNA' oF A niture item, 34 Vehicle for one. 
: ; 3S Fop. 356 Leather strip, 57 

BE STAGGERED f r»>/ } Exercise room, 7 
: CLUES DOWN. — 1 Take 


place. 2 Boy’sname. 3 Leave 
out. 4 Cry of contempt. 5 
Bitterness. 6 Passengers. 6 
Run off. 9 Sheets, etc. 12. 
Musical jnstrument. 14 Hit 
high. 16 Uncertainty. 90 Rare 
pleasure, 2i1 Girl’s name. 22 
Rate. 25 Near stern. 24 Ability. 
25 Book. 26 Cloth. 28 Go on. 
50 Woman. 32 Bark, 


LEGS UP—AND NOT MOTHER BROWN. 
Teasing top-piece, dark and dangerous, is re ee Randall, Salome girl who likes night-work and play. Spotted bottom-piece waiting for what 
she’s thinking of—not. what fou ’re thinking !—is Martha, machine-gun-action Vickers, a study in temptation. 
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